"Helloooo?" shouted Synthia into the warehouse she had just thrown open the door to.  "Anyone home in this dump?" She heard nothing but the echo of her own voice, so she took a few steps inside.  The place smelled kind of musty, yet there wasn't much of anything inside it.  A few discarded boxes, a rusty scaffold, bags of miscellaneous garbage. Syn wrinkled her nose, kicking aside a pile of unidentifiable filth.  "Smells like the guy's washroom at the Gas N' Grub," she whispered to herself, a flood of memories of said restroom and the vile acts commited therein filling her now-miniscule mind ever so briefly.  As bad as the smell there often was, she'd still had more dicks in her there than a private eye convention. Something rustled above her head, and she looked up, straining her eyes to see in the dim light. She could make out some sort of shrouded figure in the rafters, and some part of her drug-addled brain, one that had yet to be overcome by sexual desires like most of her grey matter at this point, told her it was a bat.  A huge bat.  "Yo, Draculina! Wake the hell up!" she yelled through cupped hands.  The shrouded figure shuddered a little, and slowly the wings wrapped about it opened.  "It's Echoen, I told you," said the bat, crossing her arms above her generously-sized breasts to keep them from hanging down into her face.  "Please don't call me Draculina," she added, rolling her eyes.  Synthia stamped her foot angrily, hands fixed to her curvaceous hips.  "Look Nosferatu, I just wanna fuck.  Some like, kinky hyper shit, ya know?  I show up here, you're sleepin!" Echoen sighed.  Yes, Synthia was a pornstar, and yes, she was dumb as a brick, and just as dense.  Her considerable use of the sex drug Meteor, combined with numerous body modifications almost too many to count, had adapted her into the ultimate walking fetish, a kinkster's dream.  If it wasn't for the fact she would be hard-pressed to find someone else capable of attaining the size, mass, and number of dicks she wanted, Echoen would likely not have desired the company of someone like Synthia, an individual so moronic her IQ couldn't be quantified via an IQ test because she was incapable of getting a single question correct, even by accident.  "Are we gonna fuck or what?" Synthia snarled.  The bat nodded, letting out another sigh.  "This had better be worth it," she whispered to herself, swooping gently down to meet her visitor.

"So there isn't even a bed?" Syn asked, scratching her nose as she looked at Echoen, who shook her head.  "Nope.  I sleep up there, so I don't have much call for one," she said, motioning upward.  "Sorry for the accommodations, but they do have a purpose.  You see, they're gonna demolish this place in a few months, so I decided I'd save them the trouble."  Synthia perked up, a sly grin instantly coming onto her face.  She was dumb, but her horniness picked up on that tidbit in a heartbeat.  "I like where this is going," she cooed, beginning to undo her tight cut-off leather jacket.  "Good thing I brought my bag of tricks."  She threw her glossy purple PVC purse to Echoen, who looked inside and smiled as well.  "Well well, you did some digging into my fetishes, I see," the bat smirked, prodding through the vials inside.  Several were marked "METEOR", but there were numerous others, among them ones marked "COCK MULTI", "BREAST MULTI", "CURVE", and one that was black, whose label read only "X".  Echoen held it up to get a closer look, but Synthia wagged a finger, grabbing it and flicking it back into the bag.  "Nuh uh, that's for later," she said softly, tossing the purse onto a crate nearby.  "Let's get to know each other first." Synthia stepped forward into the bat's embrace, her wings loosely encircling the pink hermaphrodite.  She mashed her lips against Echoen's, letting the tips of their tongues joust with each other.  The bat had been wearing a cleverly-arranged loincloth around her waist, which covered an obvious bulge underneath, as well as a ragged burlap piece over her breasts, both of which were quickly discarded onto the floor by Synthia, who now ran her hands over one of Echoen's tits in one hand, and let her other hand wander to the groin.  "Oooh, what have we here?" she whispered, digging her fingers into the bat's sheath, running them around the inside of it, and kneeling to get a better look.  With both hands, she spread the sides of the sheath, and was greeted by not one, but four cockheads, each moist and already beginning to push out.  "Holy fuck, it's a dick goldmine!" she said shrilly, pushing her face into them.  Echoen immediately blushed, her hands going into Synthia's hair, gripping it and holding her head in place.  "Smell them," she hissed, trying to rub Syn's mug into them, but the pink cat hybrid was way ahead of her.  "They smell fuckin' goooood," she moaned into Echoen's sheath, pulling and clawing at it until the lovely contents began to spill forth and swell. The bat's foursome of shafts quivered in front of Synthia's face, and she tried to pick one to suck, grabbing one and putting it into her mouth, and then switching to another, and still another.  "Have you got room for all these?" Echoen smirked, grasping one and slapping it on Synthia's cheek, who in turn snickered and bit down gently on the cock between her lips.  "Baby, I've got plenty of room. Let's get down to business already."

Synthia shrugged off her jacket, which fell around her ankles along with her mini-miniskirt and thong underwear.  She wasn't wearing a bra of course, not like she ever did, or really needed to, seeing as how her breasts were totally fake, surgically enhanced to the point of absurdity.  Taking both of Echoen's lower shafts, she nosed the heads of each one into each of her gaping nipples, altered to be more like pussies than anything that looked like it had any business on someone's chest.  Echoen smirked, pushing forward so she plunged deeper into them, relishing the blissful expression on Syn's face as she felt it.  "Oh fuck...I haven't had something in my tits in so long," she moaned, wriggling them side to side.  "Waaayyy too long."  The bat roughly shoved one of the upper cocks of her set into Syn's awaiting mouth, the pink hybrid's fat lips closing tight around it, as tight as her nipple cunts clung to the bottom pair of shafts.  Echoen jerked on the fourth cock with her hand, wondering what she would do with this living perversion.  "Mmm, you're really all they said you were and more," the batgirl whispered softly to herself, bathing in the euphoric feeling she got from watching Syn's fat, silicone-plumpened lips wrapped around her cock.  "But I need more, I want the whole package deal of kinks from you."  Synthia said nothing, but sucked harder, smiling fiendishly around the shaft in her mouth. She had no gag reflex of course, and soon had her nose buried in Echoen's sheath again. Pulling it out from deep in her throat, Syn licked up the stream of spittle that connected her lips to the head of the bat's cock. "I'm waitin' to hear what the fuck you're gonna do," Syn cooed, rubbing her face into Echoen's balls. Suddenly, with a single push, the bat had the pink cat on her back, massive tits wobbling about as she grinned widely, holding her legs apart so she could look her over.  "I wanna do everrrrrything," she hissed, quickly kneeling down between Syn's thighs to lap at her cock, dragging her fangs over the flesh, paying special attention to the throbbing veins popping up on the surface as she quickly became erect under the bat's touch.  "I wouldn't have it any other way, girl," Synthia cooed, grabbing Echoen roughly by the shoulders and yanking her into a passionate embrace, mashing her pumped-up lips to the bat's own. "Well you can start by hammering my girl parts, babe," she whispered, guiding one of the battress's cocks to her moist slit, which was burbling fluid as she thought at length about all the depravity they could get up to. Well, as far as Synthia could think at length with her stunted brain power.

Hungrily gnawing at Synthia's breasts, Echoen wedged the two uppermost of her four babymakers into Syn's awaiting love gorge, nosing the bottom two against her pierced pucker, which twitched and contracted as contact was made. Synthia pulled the bat close, lapping at her neck as she was taken. "C'mon baby, let's roll," Syn hissed, pulling her purse over from where it had fallen onto the floor, and extracting the injector unit inside, along with a tiny vial labelled "GIRTH+", and another labelled "LENGTH+", wagging them back and forth in front of Echoen's face.  "Which one do ya want first, babe?" she asked sweetly, and Echoen flicked out her long tongue, which slapped itself across the tops of the two vials.  "I choose both, sweetness," she said grinning widely.  "Then both you shall have," Syn replied, snapping the first vial into the injector, and nuzzling the tip of it into Echoen's neckfur. "It doesn't hurt, does it?" she asked, to which Synthia shook her head, a brief whoosh and a mechanical clack emitting from the device.  Echoen felt her head pound a little at first, and her vision blurred slightly.  "It'll always fuck you up some the first time," Synthia whispered, snapping the second vial in and injecting it alongside where the first one had gone in. Echoen could feel her heartbeat speed up, thumping hard enough that Syn's cat ears picked it up, the bat's body quickly metabolizing the drug into her bloodstream.  Almost instantly, it began to take effect, her four cocks instantly beginning to swell and lengthen, Synthia moaning softly as she felt the two already inside her starting to stretch her girlhood.  "Feels good, huh?" she simpered, pulling Echoen closer.  "You'd better stuff the other two in there quick." The bat nodded dizzily, instinctively choosing the other hole for the other two wangs to venture into.  "I wanna fuck your ass," she slobbered, wiping a few trickling streams of saliva away from her mouth.  Syn said nothing, only smacked her lips and layed back so she could offer her bottom half up for Echoen, who hungrily began hammering away at the pink herm.  Synthia did however scream quite loudly with pleasure as her swollen asshole was penetrated unceremoniously by the bat's lower two dicks, clawing at the warehouse floor and arching her back stiffly.  "Yesss!" she shrieked, her tongue hanging out of her mouth, panting as she began to leak pussy fluid, grabbing Echoen and mashing her face into her big silicone tits. "Oh god, it's been so long since I've gotten cock, I almost forgot what it feels like inside me..." The bat wasn't sated enough quite yet, and she fumbled for the injector and the bag of goodies that went with it.  "You're gonna get some more yet," she said with a smirk, giving Syn a powerful thrust that sent those pink mounds of boobflesh flying up into her own face. When they went back down, Echoen waved a handful of vials in front of her.  "Because I'm going to have some fun with these."